JOHN  WEBSTER and JOHN  FORD

From The Devil's Law-Case, 1623

All the flowers of the spring

Meet to perfume our burying;

These have but their growing prime,

And man does flourish but his time.

Survey our progress from our birth;

We are set, we grow, we turn to earth.

Courts adieu, and all delights,

All bewitching appetites.

Sweetest breath and clearest eye,

Like perfumes, go out and die.

And consequently this is done

As shadows wait upon the sun.

Vain the ambition of kings

Who seek by trophies and dead things

To leave a living name behind,

And weave but nets to catch the wind.

J. WEBSTER

From The Broken Heart, 1633
Oh, no more, no more, too late
Sighs are spent; the burning tapers
Of a life as chaste as fate
Pure as are unwritten papers
Are burnt out;  no heat, no light
Now remains;  'tis ever night.
Love is dead;  let lovers' eyes,
Locked in endless dreams,
The extremes of all extremes,
Ope no more, for now love dies.
Now love dies, implying
Love's martyrs must be ever, ever dying.